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born in this place knows one thing about this family." He low-
ered his voice as he spoke. "There's not one of ye Crows when *a
conies to die, that has a son left to bury 5un. They be all sons'
sons that lay 'un in ground. There must be Scripture for't;
though why it should be as 'tis is beyond my conjecture. Some
man of old time, amidst 'en, must have done summat turble . . .
eaten his own offspring like enough, in want of kindlier meat
. . . summat o' that . . . and ever since such doings they all
outlive their sons. 'Tis a kind of Divine Dispensation, I reckon."
John and Mary, who had felt it impolite to desert the threshold
where they had been arrested by this discourse, were now enabled
to make their escape. For one second the phrase "Geard of Glas-
tonbury" returned upon John's mind; but it was gone as quickly
as it came.
"To the Mill, to the Mill!" he cried excitedly, and the two
cousins hurried 'eastward against the sharp wind down the
narrow, straight lane.
Harrod's Mill was approached, by its own drive, through a
couple of open fields. They entered this drive through a gate
leading out of the road to Didlington, just before the bridge over
the River Wissey.
The wind was sharp indeed as they crossed these two big
meadows; but there was a faint fragrance of sap-filled grass in the
air and the sun was hot. Mary's ecstasy of mood increased rather
than diminished as she walked by John's side, following his step
with her step and even picking up a stick from the ground as she
went along. This she did with the conscious desire to have some
sensation of her own exactly parallel to that which her cousin en-
joyed as he pressed the end of his stick into the ground. Mary felt
that everything she looked at was bathed in a liquid mist and yet
was seen by her for the first time in its real essence. It seemed to
her that the souls of all living things flung forth their inmost
nature that day in a magical rapture. All things seemed anxious
to let all other living things realise how they loved them. As for
herself she felt she could have stroked with her bare fingers
everything she looked at. The very wind, so keen, so bitter, that
now blew in her face and tugged at her clothes; even towards it
she felt a sort of tenderness! She see'med to divine that it felt